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A Gentleman 
Two Lords 
Roman Captains 
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Lordi, Ladies, Soldiers, Myengers, and ather Attendants. 
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ACT I. 8 0 E N. B; Cymbeline' Fal acts 
Nr aud e Gentleman. *. 
: | | Piano. 
ou do not meet/a man bat frowne. Our looks 
No mote obey the heavens than our r n 
But ſeem, as does the king's. 
Gent. But whats themarey ?. | | 
L Are youlſo freſh a frangerito aſk ibu $7 <3 
His daughter, and the heir of 's kingdom (whom 
He propogd to is Wife“, ſolt ſon, widow ! 2 
That late he twarried) hath referred herſelf 7 
Unto a poor, but worthy gentieman. She's wedded, 
Her huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'dg all 


Is outward forrow, though I think dare 5 y 
Be touch'd at very heart. , EY 
Gent. None but the king? $0223 2007 AY 


Pi. There is not à couftier, 
Although they ear their faces to the wk 22 
Of the king's looks, hath a hrart, chat i is not 
Glad at the thing he ſcoul at. 5 

Gent, And why ſo ? 

Pi/. He that hath miſs'd the pricctf, Aryan 

Too bad for bad report: and he chat hirh ber, 
(I mean that matry d her) 48'a'creatare;: arb, 
As to ſeek througltherc gions of che eufth | 
For one, his Ie, there would otras ny, ning 
-In him, 'that md bmpAHf e. 

Gent, His name and bi Rh? 5 I. 

P.. That Lean well inform you, hnving liv 
A faithful ſervant imthe family. 
His father was Sieilius, who rod 5 
Againſt the Romans, with Oaſſibelan, 
And pain'd the ſursaddiden Leonatus, © 
He had, beſides this 'pentiemnan' quel, INKS 
Twevthetfors, whoin the Wale o theme X 
Dy'd with their ſwords im händ. For which their ſte 
Then old, and fond of ifſue,'took'ſuch wanted 
That he quit being, and his gentle lady 
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Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 

As be wazto n. The king, be rakes the babe 
To his protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bedchamber, 
Puts to bim all the learnings that his jime 

Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do air, faſt as *twas mivitter'd; 
His ſpring became a harveſt: he liv d in court, 


Which rare it is to do, meſt pra's'd, moit lov'd, 


A ſample to the youngeſt ; to th* more mature, 
A gl-ſs that featur'd them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards. 
Gent, I honour him, even out of your report, 
But to my miſtreſs, is ſhe the ſole child to the king ? 
Pi,, His only child. 211 k 


He had two ſons-(if this be worth your hearing, 


Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three years old, 
I'th* ſwathing cloaths the other, from their nurſery 
Were ſtol'n, and to this hour, no gueſs.1 in knowledge 
Which w _ they went. 
Gent. How long is this ago? 
Piſ. Some twenty years." | 
Gent, That a king's children ſhould be ſo convey 'd; 
So ſlackly guarded, and the ſeafch ſo ſlow: 
That could not trace them —— | 
Piſ. Howſoe er tis ſtrange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd 1. 
Yet it is true, Sir. 
Gent. I do well believe you. 
Piſ. Here comes my lord, 


i 
C> 


The queen, and princeſs. You. muſt ee | 
- Enter ub. Queen, Poſthumus, Imogen, and attendants, 


een. No, be aſſur'd you ſhall not find my daughter, 
After the ſlander of moſt ſtep· mothes, 
Ill. eyed unto you: you're my priſoner, but 
Your gaoler ſhall deliver you the keys, 


Thar lock up your reſtraint, For you, good Poſthumus, 


So ſoon as I can win th' offended king, 
I will be known your advocate: mairy yet 
The fire of rage is in him, and.'twere: good 


_ You lean'd unto his ſentence, with what N 


Your wiſdom may inform you. 
Poft. Pleaſe your highneſs, 
I will from * today. 
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Outen. You know the peril: L 
I' fetch a turn about the garden, pitying : 
The pangs of barr'd' affections, though the king 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. Exit. 
Imo. Diſſembling courteſy! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickl- where the wounds ! My deareſt huſband, 
You mult be gone. | 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry eyes: not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may fee again. 
Poſt, My queen! my miſtreſs ! | 
O lady, weep na more, left I give-cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs _ 
Than doth become a man. I will remain 
The loy al'ſt huſband, that did e'er plight troth ; 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's, 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter ; thither write, my love, 
And with mine eyes Pl drink the words you ſend, 
Though ink be-made of gall. Entcr Queen, 
Queen. Be brief, | pray you; 4 Hs 
Tf the king come, I ſhall incur I know not | 
How much of his diſpleaſure-yet Ill move him. { A/ide, 
To welk this way; I never do him wrong, | 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends, 
Pays dear for my offences, [ Exit. - 
Pf. Should we be taking leave, | 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The 1--thnefs to depart would grow; adieu. 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a litile : 
Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, my love, 
This diamond was, my mother's ; take it, heart, 
But ke-p it till you woo another wife, 
When Im gen 18 dead. | 
Po. How, how ? another! 
You gentle gods, grve me but this I have, 
And ſcar vp my embracements from a next ; 
With bonds of death, Remain, remain thou here, 

: | | _- | Putting on the ring, 
While ſenſe can keep thee on: and tweeteſt, fai:et 
As I, my poor ſelf, did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite loſs : ſo in our trifles 
1 fill win of you. For my ſake wear this, 

B | 
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It is a manacle of love; I'll place it I Putting on a bracelet. 
Upon this fair priſoner. 
Immo. O the gods! 
When ſhall we meet again ? Enter Cymbeline. 
| ; Pot. Alack, the king! 2 
| Om. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid, hence, from my ſight ; 
Tf aſter this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dieft, Away! 
Thou'rt poiſon to my blood. 
Poſt, The gods protect you, 
And bleſs the good remainders of the court: ; 
C I am gone. | [Exit | 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in deat | 
More ſharp than this ts. | 
Piſanio, go ſee your lord on board. [Exit Piſanio. 
mb O difloyal thing, | 
That ſhould'ſt repair my youth, thou heap'ſt 
A year's age on me. : 
| Imo. I beſeech you, fir, 
Harm not yourſelf with your vexation, | * 
y I am ſenſeleſs of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
3 Subdues all pangs, all fears, 
| Jm. That might have had the ſole ſon of my queen. 
| Imo. O bleſt that | mighe not: 
A Jm. Thou took'ſt a beggar, would'ft have made my 
=: | throne. 
'S A ſeat for baſeneſs. 
i Imo. No, I rather added 
A luſtre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one ! 
Ino. Sir, 


„ - 
| It is your fault that J have lov'd Poſthumus, 


pa —ͤ— —-— — 
-. 


Yew bred him as my play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman: over-buys me 
Almoſt the ſum he pays. 
In. What? art thou mad? 
Immo. Almoſt, ſir; heav'n reſtore me: would I were 
IF A neat-herd's davghter, and my Poſthumus 
Our e neigbbour-ſnepherd's ſon. Enter Juen. 
| m. Thou fooliſh thing ; 
3 They were again together; you have done 
| Not after our command. Awey with her, 
And pen her up. | i 
Juen. Beſeech your patience: peace, 
Dear lady daughter; peace, ſweet ſovereign, 
oe © Make 


R on, 
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Make yourſelf ſome comfort | 
Out of your beſt advice. 
Cym. Nay let her languiſh | 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Die of this folly, [Exit 
2ucen. Fye, fye, you muſt give way Here is Pilamo- 
; er Piſanio, j 
Your faithful ſervant, and I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain ſo. 
Pi/.. I humbly thank your highneſs, [Exit Queen. 
Imo. Well, good Piſanio, 9s, 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy lord on board; what was the laſt. 
T hat he ſpake to thee ? wh 
Pi. Twas his lovely princeſs, 
Ino. Then war'd his handkerchief ? 
Pi. And ki ſs'd it, madam, 
Imo. Senſeleis linen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all ? 
Piſ. No, madam, for fo long. 
As he cou'd make me with his eye or ear, 
Diltinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief; 
Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of's mind 
Could beft expreſs how flow his ſoul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his ſhip. 
Ino. Thou ſhouldſt have made him 
As little as a crow, or leſs, ece left 
To after eve him. | | 
Piſ. Madam, ſu I did. 
Imo. I would have broke mine eye-ſtriugs; 
Crack'd them but to look upon him; till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my necdle ; 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
"The ſmallneſs of a gnat, to air; and then 
Then turn'd mine eye, and wept. But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him? 70'S 3 
Pi/. Be afſur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. . 
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had: 
Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
That the the's of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine intereſt, in his honour, or have charg'd him 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, or at midnight, 
*. . T*encounter. 
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T'encounter me with oraiſons, (for then 


Jam in heav'n for him ;) or ere I could 
Give him that pariing kiſs, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. See the Queen. 
Thoſe things I bid you do, get them diſpach'd. [ Cæeunt. 
| Enter Queen and Cornelius, with a phial, 
AQucen. Now maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe 
| drugs? | 
Cor. Pleaſeth your highneſs, ay; 
But I beſeech your grace, without cffence 


My conſcience bids me aſk, wherefore you have 


Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous compounds ? 
* Duren. I wonder, Doctor, | 

Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch a queſtion ; have I not been 
Thy pupil long? I wil! but try the force 

And vigour of thy compounds, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 

Their virtues and effects. Enter Piſanio. 
Here comes aflatt'ring raſcal ? upon him 


 WiI fiftwork. He's for his maſter's ſake 


An enemy to my fon. A fly and conſtant knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd; the agent for his maſter, 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand faſt to her lord. | [Ad. 
How now, Piſanio? 
Doctor your ſervice for this time is ended, 
Cor. ] do ſuſpect you, madam ; 


But you ſhall do no harm. [Apge. 
Qucen. Hark thee a word. [To Pi/anio, 


Cer. Iwill rot truſt one of her malice, with 


| A drug of ſuch damn'd nature. Thoſe ſhe has 


Will ſtupify and dull the ſence awhile, 
But there is no danger in that ſhew of death, 


More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 


To be the more freſh, reviving. She is foob'd 
With a moſt falſe effect; and | the truer, 
So-to be falſe with her. [ Exit, 


2uecn, Weeps ſhe fill, ſay'ſt thou? Doſt thou think in 
time 


She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now, poſſeſſes ? do thou work; 
When thou ſha bring me word ſhe loves my ſon, 
T'll tell thee on thEinltant,; thou art then 


As great as is thy maſter ; greater; for | Hie 
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His fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 

Is at laſt gaſp ; and what ſhalt thou expect | . 
To be depender on a thing that leans ! 

Who * be new built, and has no friends 


So much, as but to prop him ? thou takeſt up 
: [ Piſanio looking on the phial. 
Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy labour; 
I: is a thing I make, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death; I do not know 
What is more co:dial., Nay, I pry'thee take it, 
Itis in earneſt of a farther good , 
That I mean to thee, -- Tell thy miſtreſs how 
The caſe ſtands with her; do't as from thyſelf; 
Vil move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preſerment, ſuch 
As thou'lt deſire: think on my words.— 
I have given him that, Lidl. 
Which, if he take, ſhall quite unpeople ber 
Of leigers for her ſweet; and which ſhe after, 
Except the bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd - 
To taſte of too, Fare thee well, Piſanio, | 
Think on my word. { Exi: Queen, 
Piſ. And ſhall do; R 
But when to my good lord, I prove untrue, 
PII choke myſelf: there's all ll do for you. 
By this he is at Rome, and good Philario, 
With open arms, and grateful heart, receives 
His friend's reflected image in his ſon, 
Od Leonatus in young Poſthumus : 
Sweet Imogen, what thou endur'ſt the while, 
Betwixt a father by thy ſtep-dame govern'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots z a wover 
More hateful than the foul expulſion is 
Of thy dear huſband heaven keep unſhaken 
That temple, thy fair mind, that thou may 'ſt ſtand | 
T'enjoy thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land. [ Exit. 
SCENE Philario's houſe in Rome. | 
| Philario, Iachimo, and à Frenchman, at a banguet. * 
5 ' Jach, Believe it, fir, I have ſeen him in Britain ; and | 
| he was then but creſcent, not expreſſed to prove ſo wore 
thy, as ſince he has been allowed to the name of. But I 
could then have look'd on him, without the help of ad- 
miration, though the catalogue of his endowments had 
been tabled by his ſide, and 1 do peruſe him by items. "i 
Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſn'd than | 
now he is, | Frenchs 


rant o 
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French. I bave ſeen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the ſun, with as firm eyes as he. 

Iach. This matter of marrying the king's daughter 
wheretn he muſt be weighed rather by her value, than 
his own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 
matter, ; 

French. And then his baniſhmenr. 

lach. fy, and the approbation of thofe, that weep 
this lamentable divorce under her colours, are-wonder- 
fully to extend him ; be i but to fortify her judgment, 


Which elſe an eaſy battery might lay flat, for taking a 


beggar without more quality. But how comes it, he is 
to ſojourn with you? how creeps acquaintance ? © 
Phil. His father and I were ſoldiers together, to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my life. 
| Enter Poſthumas, ">; 
Here comes the Briton. Let him be fo entertained, 
amongſt you, as ſuits with gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a ſlranger of his quality, I beſeech you all be bet- 
ter known to this entleman, whom I commend to you, 
as a noble friend of mine, How worthy he is, I will 
leave to appear bereafter, rather than tory him in his 
own hearing. =. | 
French. Sir, we have been known together in Orleans, 
Pot. Since when I have been debtor to you for cour- 
teſies u hich I will be ever co pay, and yet pay ſtill. 
French. Sir, you o'er rate my poor kindneſs; I was 
glad I did atone my countryman and you; it had been 
pi'y you ſhould have b en put together, with ſo mortal 


-l purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo 


light and trivial a nature. | 
Poft. By your pardon, fir, I was then a young travel- 
ler; but upon my mended judgment, (if I offend not 
to ſay it is mended, -my quarrel was not altogether flight, 
Fr. Faith yes, to be put to the arbittemeut of ſwords, 
lach. Can we with manners, aſk what was the dif- 
ference ? | 
_ French. Safely, I think, *twas a contention in public, 


' which may, without contradiction, ſuffer the report. It 


was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, 
where each of us fell in praife of our country-miſtreſſes. 
This gentleman at that time vouching, (and upon war- 
f bloody affi mation,) his to be more fair, virtuous, 
wiſe, chalie, conſtant, qualified, and leſs attemptable 
than any, the rareſt of our ladics in France, oy k 
* dCDe. 
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[ach. That lady is not now living; or this gentlewan's 
opinion by this worn out. ; 

Pt. She holds her virtue ſtill, and I rey mind. 

Tach. You muſt n-t {> lar prefer her, fore ours of Italy. 

Poft. Being ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing, tho I profeſs myſelf her adoter, not 
her friend. # 

Iach. As fair, and as good; a kind of hand in hand 
compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and too good 
for any lady in Britaio ; if ſhe went before others I 
have ſeen, as that diamond of yours out-luſtres many I 
have beheld. I could beliere ſhe excelled many; but I 
have vot ſeen the moſt precious diamond that is, nor you 
the lady. | 

Poſt. I prais'd her, as I rated her; ſo do I my ting. 

lach. What do you eſteem it at? 

Pofi, More than the world enjoys. . 

Iach. Eicher your paragon'd miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 
outpriz'd by a tr:fle. 

Poſt. You are miſtaken ; the ane may be ſold or given, 
if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, or merit 
for the gift. The other is not a thing for ſale, and only 
the gitt of the gods. | 

lach, Which the gods have given you? 

Poſt. Which by their graces I will keep. | 

Iuch. You may wear her in title yours ; but, you know, 
ſtrange fowl light upon neigbowing pands. Your ring 
may be ftoPn- too; f, of your brace of unprizeable eſli- 
mati ons, the one is bat frail and che other caſual. Acun- 
ning thief, or a that way accompliſhed eduitier, would 
hazard the winning both of firſt and laſt, 

Pf. Your Italy centains none fo accompliſhed a cours» 
tier to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if in the hold» 
ing or loſt of that, you tetm ber frail, I do nothing doubt 
you have fore of thieves, notwithſtanding I fear not my 
ring. ID 

Phil. Let us leave here, gentlemen. by ; 

Po. Sar, with all my heart. This wor hy ſignior, 
I ory him, makes no ſtranger of me, we arc familiar 
at arit, 

lach. With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair miſtreſs; make her go back, 
even to the yielding, had Iadmittance, and opportunity 
to friend, 0 
Poſt. No, no. 5 
Tach, 


of, by your attempt. 


deſerves more; a puniſt ment too. 
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ach. 1 dare thereupot) pawn the moiety of my eftate, 
to your 1ing, which in wy opinion o'er- values it in ſome- 


thing: but I make my wager rather againſt your confi» 


dence, than her reputation. And to bar your offence herein 


"tov, I durſt attempt it againſt any lady in the world, 
' Pot. You are a great deal abuſed in too bold a perſua- 


fion ; and I doubt net you'd ſuſtain what you're worthy 
| Tach. What's that ? 


Poſt. A tepulſe; though your attempt, as you call jt, 
E [ Ingrily. 
Phil Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſudden- 

ly, let it die as it was born. I pray you be better ac- 
qusinted. hs 4 2 

Jach. Would I had put my eſtate, and my neighbour's, 
on th* a pprobation of what I have ſpoke. | 

Pot, What lady would you chuſe to affai] ? 

Tach. Your's; whom in conſtancy you think ſtands ſo 


' ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring, 


that commend me to the court where your lady 1s, with 


no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond con- 
© ference, anc I will bring from thence that honour of hers, 


which you imagine ſo reſerv'd. 


Paß. I will wage againſ your gold, gold to it: my 


ting | hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it. 


Lach. You are afraid, and therein the wiſer; if you 
buy ladies fleſh at a million a dram, you cannot preſerve 


it from tainting ; but I ſee you have ſome religion in you, 
that you fear. i | 


Poft. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue; you bear a 
graver purpoſe, I hope. | 

Iach. I am the maſter of my ſpeeches, and would un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. | 

Poft. Will you? let there be covenants drawn between 
us. My miſtreſs exceeds in goudneſs, the hugeneſs of 
your unworthy thinkings, I dare you to this match; 


here's my ring. 


Phil. I will have it no lay. mp 

Tach. By the gods it is one; if I bring you not ſuffi- 
cient teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part 
of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are yours, ſo is 
your diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
honour as you have truſt in, ſhe your jewel, this your 


jewel, and my gold are youre, provided I have your com- 


mendation, for my more free entertainment. 


Poſt, I embrace theic conditions, let us have articles be · 
twixt 
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twixt us; only thus fat you ſhall anſwer: if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand 
you have prevailed, I am no further your enemy, ſhe is 
not worth our debate. If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you not 
makivg it appear otherwiſe, for your ill opinion, and the 
aſſault you have made to her chaſtity, you ſhall anſwer me 
7 with your ſword, | 
Tach. Your hand, a covenant; we will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawful counſel, and Ell ftraight away 
| for Britain, leſt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve, 
p I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 
Poſt. Agreed. ; L Exeunt Poſt. and Iacb. 
French, Will this hold, think you ? 
Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it. 
Pray let us follow 'em. [ Excunt, 


ACT IL SCENE a chinber in the palace. 
Enter Imogen alere. 
Imo. Father cruel, and a ſtepdame falſe, 
k A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her huſband baniſh'd—O, that huiband ! 
My ſupreme crown of grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it had I been thief ſtol'n, 
As my two brothers, happy; but moſt miſerable 
Is the degree that's glorivus. Bleſted be thoſe, 
How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort, Who may this be ? 
Enter Pi/anio and Tachimo, 
Pi/. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my lord with letters. | 
lach. Change you, madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 
And greets your bighneſs dearly. | 
Imo. Thanks, good ſir, | 
You're kindly welcome. [ Read: afid, 
Tach. All of her that is out of door, moſt rich! | 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, 1 | 
She 1s alone th' Arabian bird ; and 1 
Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my friend ; 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot. [Ad 
Imogen reads. 


He is one of the nobleſt note, to cuboſe kindneſſes I am ma 


infinitely ſied. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you wal, 
your Tl Leoratu 
So far I read aloud 


1 * 
BY 
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But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warmed by the reſt, and takes it thankfully —— 
You are as welcome, worthy fir, as I 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
i In all that I can do. 
ſach, Thanks, faireſt lady; 
What, are men mad? hath nature given them eyes 
To ſee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ſea and land, which can diftinguiſh "twixt 
FT The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones 
Upon the humble beach? and can we not 
Partition make *twixt fair and foul ? 
Ino. What makes your admiration ? 
' {ach, It cannot be i'th'eye; for apes and monkeys, 
Twixt two. ſuch ſhe's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. 
; [ Ino. What is the matter tiow? 
0 ach. The cloycd will, 
— ing firſt the lamb, 
Longs he for the Garbage ——— 
Ino. What, dear-fir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 
lach. Thanks, madam, well; bzſeech you, fir, 
[ | Deſire my man's abode, where I did leave him; 
FI le's ſtrange and ſheepiſh, 
N | Piſ. I was going, fir, : 
i Lo give him welcome. { Exit. Pi/. 
| 


1); 2 
1 


| 


| y Imo. Continues will my lord 
Ii health, beſeech you ? 
[| J. b. Weill. maGcam. 
41 F Imo. Ie he diſpoſed to mifth ? J hope he is. 

BY Zach, Exceeding pleaſant; none a ſtranger there, 

[ " ne ry, and fo gameſome ; he is ca.ld 
h Br.ton reve'ilecr, ; 

no. Wer he was here 

E 2: <d neline to ladneſe, and oft times 


ot ko u vg why. 
1 lach. | never 2 him ſad, 
| there is a Frenchman his companion, one 
Un eminent monſi-vr, that it ſecms n. uch loves 
Galan gra home, He furnaces 
P. thick ſigbs from him, while the jolly Briton, 
Four lord I mean) lauphs from s free lungs, ciigs oh! 
3 my ſides hold, to think, thit man who knows 
1 bilder, te port, or his own proof 
-What 
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What woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But muſt me, will his free hours languiſh out 
For aſſur'd bondage? 

Imo. Will my lord ſay fo ? 

Iach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : 
But heaven knows ſome men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. might 

ach. Not he, But yet heav'ns bounty towards him 

Be us'd more thankfully. In himſelf tis much; 
In you, whom | account his beyond ail talents, 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, | am bound 
To pity too. 

Ino. What do you pity, fir? 

Jach, Two creatures heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, fir ? | ; 
You look on me; what Wrack diſcern you in me 
Deſerves your pity ? 

Iach. Lamentable! what | 
To hide me from the radiant ſun, and folace 
P th' dungeon by a ſnutf ? 

Ino. Play you, ſir, | 
Deliver with more openneſs your anſwers 7 il] 
To my demands, Why do you pity me? 

Iach. That others do, | 
I was about to ſay, enjuy your —but 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on'r, 
Ino. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns'me; pray you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be ſure they do;) diſcover to me 
What doth you ſpur and ſtop. 

Iach. Hod I this cheek _ 
To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's foul 
To th' oath of loyalty ; this object which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here; ſhould I, (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ſtairs 
That mount the capitol ! join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falſehood, as with labour ? 
It were fit | 
That all the plagues of hell ſhould at one time 


C 2 Encounter 


\ 
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Encounter ſuch revolt. 
Imo. My lord, 1 fear, ; 
Has forgot Britain. 
lach. And himſelf ; not 1 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but tis your graces 
That from my muteſt conſcience, to my tongue 
! - Charm this report out. 
| Ino. Let me hear no more. 3 
ach. O deareſt ſoul; your cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
A lady ſo fair, and faſtened to an empery, 
Would make the great'ſt king double; to be partner'd x 
With tom-boys, hir'd with that ſeif exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield ? 
Be reveng'd, | | 
Or ſhe that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ſtcck. 
| Imo. Reveng'd ? 
How ſpall I be teveng'd if this be true? 
As I have ſuch a heart; that buth mine ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe ; if it be true, © 
How ſh211 I be reveng'd ? | 
lach. Shou'd he make me | 
Live like Diana's prieſteſs, *twixt cold ſheets ; 
- Whilſt he is vaulting variable ramps 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe! revenge it. 
I dedicate myſelf to your ſweet pleaſure, 
More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt to your aflection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Ino. What ho, Pifanjo !——— 
Iach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine ears that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable, 
Thou wouldſt have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt as baſe, as ſtrange; 
Thou wrong *(t a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Solicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains 3 
Thee, and the devil alike. What, bo, Piſanio ! 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſſault ; if he ſhall think it fir, 
A ſaucy ſtranger in his court, to mart 
As in a Romiſh ſtew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mind to us, he hath a court 


He 
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He little cares for, and a daughter, whom | 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio ! 
Fach. © happy Eeonmus, L may ſay ! 
The credit, that thy lady hath of thee, 
Deſer es thy truſt, and they moſt perfect podiefs 
H-: affu:'d credit ; Mieffed live you long, 
A lady, to the worthieſt far, that ever 
Country calld his; and you his miſtreſs; only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit. Give me your pardon, 
Ib ve ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply ro:ted, and ſhall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er; and he is one 
The trueſt manuer'd; ſuch a holy wirch 
That he inchanrs ſocieties into him: 
Half all mens hearts are his, 
Imo. You make amends. 
Iach. He ſits mongſt men, like a deſcended god; 
Re hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty princeſs, that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a ſalſe report; 
The love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffl-{s. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. All's well, fir, take my power 'ch' court for yours. 
{ach, My humble thanks; I had almoſt forgot 
T' intreat your grace, but in a ſmall r- queſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myſelf, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the buſineſs. 
Imo. Pray, what 1s't ? | 
Tach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The bz fea her of our wing,) have mingled ſums 
To buy a preſent for the emperor : 
Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite form, their values great; 
And I am 3 curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage: may it pleaſe you 
To take them in protection. 
Ino. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety ; ſince 
My lord bath intereſt in them, I will keep them 
In my chamber. 
Lach. They are in a coffer er 
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A' tended by my men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this night; 


4 muſt abroad to-morrow, 


Imo. O nc, no, 


Iach. Yes, I befeech you: or I ſhall ſhort my word 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia, 


_ T erofl the ſeas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 


To ſee your grace, 

Imo I thank you for your pains ; 
But en t away to-morrow. | 

Tas. O, I muſt, madam ; 5 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your lord with writing, do' to-night: 
Ihave out- ſtaid my time, which is material 
To th' tender of our preſent. 

Imo. I will write: 
Send your cofter to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 


And truly yielded you: you're very welcome. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE the palace. Enter Cloten and two Lords, 

Clot. Was there ever man had ſuch luck! When I 
kiſs'd the Jack upon an up-caſt, to be hit away! I had 
an hundred pounds on't; and then a whorſon jack- an- 
apes muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I had borrow'd 
mine oaths of him, and might not ſped them at my 

leaſure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke his 
pate with your bowl, | | 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke 1t, it 
would have run all out. | | [ L/de. 

Clot. When a gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it 1s not 
For any ſtanders-by to curtail his oathe. Ha? | 

2 Lord.» No, my lord: nor crop the ears of them. 

Cht. Whoreſon dog ! I give him ſatisfaftion ? Would 
he had been one of my rank. Pox on't. - I had rather 
not be ſo nobie as Tam; they dare not fight with me, 
becauſe of the queen my mother; every jack-ſlave hath 
his belly. full of fighting, and I muſt go up and down 
like a cock, that nobody can match. 

2 Lord. It is not fit your Jordihip ſhould undertake 


every companion that you give offence to. 


Clot. No: I know that: but it is fit I ſhould commit 
offence to my inferiors. | 
2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip only. 
Clot. Why, ſo I ſay. 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 


ge 
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Enter Cymbeline and Queen, with attendants. 

Clt. Goad-night to your majelty, and gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our Hern daughter! 
Will ſhe not forth? 

Clat. She vouchſafes no notice; but I will affail- her 
before morning with maſk and mulic. | 

Cym, The exile of her miuion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him; ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 

Enter M-fſenger, and whiſpers the firſt Lord. 

Queen. You are moſt bound to the king, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. 

1 Lord, So like you, fir, ambafiadors from Rome, 
The one is Caius Lucius. | 

On. A worthy fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now 
But that's no fault of his ; our dear fon, | 
When you have given good morning to your miſtreſs 
Attend the queen and us, we ſhah have need 
T'employ you towards this Roman. 
Betimes to-morrow we'll hear th' embaſſy. 
Come our queen, [ Exeunt King, Queen, and attendan's. . 

i L d. Did you hcar of another ſtranger that's come 
to court to- night? 

Clot. Another ſtranger, and I not kaow ond ? 

2 Lord. He's a ſtrange icilow himſelf, and knows it 
not, | [ 4frde. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come, aud *tis thought one 
of Leovatus? friends. 

Clot, Leonatus ? A banifl'd raſcal ; and he's another, 
whereſoever he be. Who told you of this ſtranger ? 

Lord. One of your lordſhip's pages. | 

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there no 
cerogation in it:? | 

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 


Chet. Nut eaſily, I think. f | 
2 Lord. You are a fool granted, therefore cannot dero- 
gate. | | [ 4/idts 


Clor, Come, I'II go ſee this Italian, and if he'll play, 
Il! zzme with him, and to-morrow with our 
Father, we'll hear the ambaſſador—come let's go. 

1 Lord. I'll aiterd your lordſhip. { Exit Clot. and 1 Lord. 


2 Lord. That ſuch a crafty devil as his mother, 
Should 
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Should yield the World this aſs ; a woman that | 
Bears all down with her brain, and this her ſon [ 


— 


Cannot take two from twenty for his heart 

Ard leave eighteen, Alas, poor princeſs, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt, Exit. 
SCENE à magnificent bed. chamber, in one part of it a 


p large trunk. St 
| Imogen is diſcovered reading in her bed, a lady attending. M 

4 Imo. Who's there? My woman, Helen ? v 
4 Helen. Pleaſe you, madam {0 80 
| Ino. What hour is it ? | | T 
4 Helen. Almoſt midnight, madam. * 
Ino. I have read three hours then, mine eyes are weak, 1 
{4 Fold down the leaf where | have left, to bed 80 
f Take not away the taper, leave it burning: * 
And if thou canſt awake by four o' th' clock, 7% I 

1 1 pr'ythee call me Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly.{ Ex. Hel. 0 


From faries, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beſeech ye. 
To your protection I commend me, Gods. [Slept tl 
[ {achimo riſes from the coffer. 
Tach. The crickets fing, and man's o'er- laboui'd ſenſe 


if Repairs irſelf by reſt ; our Tarquin thus te 
1 Did ſoftl+ preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken d * 
1 The chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 
| How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed ! Freſh lilly, © 
! And whiter than the ſheets ! That I might touch, 1 
þ But kiſs, one kiſs —— 
b *T'is her breathing : 
| Perfuines the chamber thus: the flame o'th'taper I 
Þ Bows towards her, and would underpeep her lids, bs 
To ſee th' incloſed lights now canopied 
Under the windows, white and azure, lac'd 
With blue of Heav'ns own tint—but my defign's 
To note the chamber —— I will write all down: 
Such, and ſuch pictures there the window, ſuch 
Th' adornment of her bed—the arras, figures —— n 
Why ſuch, and ſuch—— and the contents o'th'ſtory « 
Ab, but ſome natural notes about her body, 


Above ten thouſand meaner moveables 
Would teſtify, enrich my inventory. 
O ſleep, thou ape of death, lye dull upon her, 
And be her ſenſe but as a m nument, ; 
Thus in a chapcl lying. Come off, come off, —— 
1 6 | {Taking off her , 
$ 
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s ſlippery as the Gordian knot was hard. 
[is mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, 
s ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, 
o th' madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 
\ mole cinque-ſpotied———-hke the crimſon drops 
P th' bottom of a cowſlip. Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make ; 
More to what end? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my memory. She has been reading late, 
The Tale of Tereus, here the leaf's turn'd down 
Where Philomele gave 2 have enough, 
To th' trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you dr+gons of the night, that dawning 
May bear its raven's eye: I lodge in fear, | 
Tho? this a heav'nly angel, hell is here. [ Clock firikes. 
One, two, three: time, time. [ He goes into the trunks 
SCENE the 232 Enter Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord, Your lordſhip is the moſt patient man in loſs, 
the coldeſt that ever turn'd up ace. 

Clot. It would make avy man cold fo to loſe. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordſhip; you are moſt hot and furious, 
when you win. 8 

Chor. Winning will put any man into courage: if 1 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhall have gold enough: 
It's almoſt morning, is't not ? | 

1 Lord. It is my lord. 

Clot. I would the maſkers and muſicians were come, 
I am adviſed to give her muſic a'mornipgs, they ſay it 
will penetrate, | LA flouriſh, 

1 Lord. Here they are, my lord. 

Clot, Come let's join them. [Exeunts 

SCENE an open place in the palace. 
Cloten, lords, fingers aud maſters diſccacrrd. 

Cit, Come on, tune, firſt a very excellent good con- 
ceited thing, after a wonderful ſweet air, with admirable 
rich words to it, and then let her conſider. 

GN 
Hark, hark, the lark, at Heav's gate ſings, 
Ard Phoebus gins ariſe, 
His ſteeds to water at thoſe ſprings, 
On chalic'd flow'rs that lyes : 
And winking mary-buds begin to ope their golden eyes, 
With every thing that pretty is,-my lady ſweet ariſe, 
Ariſe, atiſc ! ö . So, 
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So, get you gone—if- this penetrate, I will confider your 
mufic the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horſe-hairs, and cat-guts, nor the voice of unpav'd 
eunuch to boot, can never amend. Come, now to our 
dancing, afid if ſhe is immoveable with this, ſhe is an im- 
movable princeſs, and not worth my notice. 
(A dance.) [ Knocks at her door. 
Clot. Leave us to ourſelves, 
If ſhe be up, I'Il ſpeak with her; if not, 
Let her lie till, and dream: by your leave, ho! 
I know her women are about her — what 
If I do line one of their hands——'tis gold — _ 
Which buys admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, and yield up 
Their deer to th? ſtand o'th' ſtealer : and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the thief ; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both thief and true man: what 
* Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
| One of her women lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underſtand the eaſe myfelf, 
By your leave; | 
| uater Helen. 
Hel. Who's there that knocks ? 
Clot. A gentleman, Helen. No more? 
Clor. Yes, and a gestlewoman's ſon. | 
Helin. That's more | 
Than ſome, whoſe taylors are as dear as yours, 
Can juſtly boaſt of: what's your lordſhip's: pleaſure ? 
- Che. Your lady's perſon, is the ready? 
Helen. Ay, to keep her chamber. 
Cht. There is gold for you, 
Sell me ycur good report. 

Helen. How, my good name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall think is good. The princeſs. Enter /mogen, 
Clot. Gaod morrow faireſt, Siſter, your ſweet hand. 
Ino. Good morrow, fr, you lay out too much pains 

For purchaſing but trouble. 
Clot. Still I ſwear I love you. f 
Imo. If you'd but ſaid fo, 'twere as deep with me: 
If ycu ſwear till, your recompence is ſtill 
That 1 regard it not. 
Clot. This is no apſwer. | 
Imo. But that you ſhall not fay, I yield being ſilent 
I woold not ſpeak. | pray you ſpare me. Faith 
I ſhall un fold equal diſcourteſy | 


To 


[ Exeunt Lords, & e. 


[Anocks, 
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To your beſt kindneſs : cne of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. | 
Clot. To leave you in your madneſs, *twere my fin, 

| will not. | * 
imo. Fools cure not mad folks. 
Clot. Do you call me fool ? 
Ino, As I am mad I do; 
If you'll be patient, I no more be mad, 
That cures us both, 1 am much forry, fir, 
You put me to forget a lady's manners, 
u I who know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th? very truth of it, I care not for you. 
ot. The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o'th'court,) it is no contract, none. 
Imo. Prophine fellow: 
Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom. 
Clot. The ſouth- fog rot him. 
Tno, He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee, His meaneſt garment 
Thet ever hath but clipt his bdy, is dearer 
In my reſpect, than ail thou haſſ to boaſt of. 

Entir Piſanio. 
How now, Piſanio:? . [Miffige her bracelet, 
Ch. Bis garment ? Now the devil. F 

Ino. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee preſently, 
C. His garment ? 
Ino. I am {.,righted with a fool, 
Frared, and anger'd worſe——G » bid my woman 
Stirch for a jewel, that too caſually 
Bah left mine arm—it was thy maſter's. Shrew me 
It! would loſe it for a revenue | 
Ofany king in Europe, I do think, 
Llawtthis morning; confident I am, 
right was on my arm; I kits'd it then 
Piſ.“ Twill not be loſt. 1 5 01 
In:, J hope ſo; go and ſearch. [ Exit Piſusis. 
(it. You have abus'd me—His meaneſt garment ! 
ul inform y ur father. | 
Ing, Your mother too ; 
der my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
Uthe worſt of me. So I leave you, fir, - | 
Ut word of diſcontent. [ Exit with Holen. 
Cat. 


— N 
8 F 1 — 


— 1 _ = 
22 PPP = 
Yo * * a 


* 1 
= 
\ 
. 
5 
85 
£4 
15 
7 
* 
3 
7 
> 


24 - CYMBELINE. 


Cht. I'll be revenged ;' 
His meaneſt garmen: wen. 


[ Exit. 


Sek NE @ chamber in Rome. 
Enter eſthumus and Philario. 


Pop. EAR it not, fir; I would I were fo ſure 


To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 


Will remain hers. | 
Phil. What means do you 3 to him ? 
Poft. Not any, but abide the change of time, 


Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and wiſh *© 


That warmer days would come, io theſe fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I muſt die much your debtor, 
Phil. Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'erpays all | can do. By this your king 
Hath heard of great Aguſtus ; Caius Lucius | 
Will do's commiſſion througbly. And I think 
He*ll grant the tribute; or your countrymen 
Will look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their grief. 
Poſt. I do believe, | 
Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this will prove a war, they'll ſend no tribute; 
Our countrymen the Britons 
Are men more order'd than when Julius Cæſar 
Smiled at their lack of ſk II, but f'-und their courage 
Worthy his frou ning at. Their diſcipline, 
Now mingled with their courage, will make known 
To their. approvers, they ate people, ſuch 
As mend-npon the world ; and more than that, 
They dave a king, whole love and juſtice to them 
_y alk and have their treaſures, and their blood. 
- Enter Jochimo. 
Phil. See, Tachimo. 
Poſt The ſwifteſt harts have acdet you by land ; 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd your w_ 
To make your vetiel nimble. 
Phil. Welcome, fir. 
Po/?. I hope the briefniſs of your anſwer made 
The ſpeedineſs of your return. 
Tach. You lady, 
Is one of the fairett that ever I look d upon. 
Poft, And therewithal the bet, or let her beauty 
Look through a caſemeat to allure falſe hearts, 
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And be falſe with them. 
Iach. Here are letters for you, 
Pot. Their tenor good I truſt, 
lach. 'Tis very like. { Poſthumus read; the letters. 
Phil. Was Caius Lucius in the Britith court, 
When you were there ? | 
lach, He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 
Poſt. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont, or 18't not 
Too dull for your good wearing? 
Tach, If Pd loſt it, 3 
I ſhould have loſt the worth of it in gold; 
I'll make a journey twice as far, enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, as 
Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won. 
Poſt. The ſtone's too hard to come by. 
Iach. Not a whit, 
Your lady being ſo eaſy. 
Poſt. Make not, fir, 
Your loſs your ſport ; I hope you know that we 
Muſt not continue friends. 
Iach. Good fir, we muſt, - 
If you keep covenant ; bad I not brought _ 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but I now 
Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with you ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 8 
P. If you can make't apparent | 
That you have taſted her in bed ; my hand, 
And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gaine, or loſes 
Your ſword or mine, or maſterleſs leaves both 
To who ſhall find them. 
Iach. Sir, my circumſtances 
Being ſo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe; whoſe ſtrength 
I will conficm with oath, which I doubt nor 
Yow'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
They need it not. | 
Poſt. Proceed. 
lach. Firſt her bed-chamber, 
Where I confeſs I ſlept _ but profefs 
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Had that was well worth watching, it was hanp'd 

With richeſt ſtuff, the colours blue and filver ; 

A piece of work 

| So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 

27 In work manſhip and value. 

1 Poſe. This is true; 

f And this you might have heard of e by him or me, 
| Or by ſome other. 

lach. More paiticulars 


| © Muſt juſtify my knowledge. 
1 Poſt. So they muſt, = A 
| Or do your honour injury. | 
oF: Tach. The chimney i 
13 Is ſouth the chamber, and the chimney-piece 


Chaſte Dian, bathing ; never ſaw ] figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the painter 
Was as another nature dumb, out-went her; 
Motion and breath left out. 
Poft. This is a thing 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reap, z- 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
lach. The roof o' th' chamber 
With golden cherubims 1 is fretted. 
Pe. What's this V her honour ? 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this, 
(Praife be to your remembrance,) the deſcription 
Of what ts in her chamber, nothing faves 
The wager you have laid 
lach. Then if you can [ Pulling out the bracelet, 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel: ſee! 
And now 'tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your diamond. 
Pe. Jove! | 
Once more lèt me behold it: is it that 
Which I left with her? 
Jack. Sr, I thank her, that: 
She {i11p,/'d it from her arm, I fe her yet. 
Her jetty a&fon did cur-ſell her giſt, 
And yet entich'd ir toc ; ſhe gave it me, 
And faid ſre priz'd it once. 
Pi. May be, the plack'd it off io ſend it me. 
Jach. She arites fo to you | ? doth (hr? 
Paſt. (no, no, no, tis true. Here take this too, 
It is a. aliſk auto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't: let there be no honour, 


Where 
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Where there is beauty, truth, where ſemblance; Ibva,_ | 
Where'there's another man. The vows of women 
Ot no more bondage be, to where: they're made, 
Than they are to; their virtues, which 1s-nathipg:; 
O, above meaſure falſe | 

Phil. Have patienec, fir, 
And take your ring again: tis not yet won? 
It may be probable tha luſt it ; or 
Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtol'n it from her. | * 

Peſt, Very true, | 
And fo I hope he eame by't; back my ring, 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about 
More evident than this:; for this was ſtole. 

Lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Pot. Hark you, he ſwears ; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
* Vis troe—nay keep the ring—'tis true; Fam ſuie 
She could not Joſeat z her a'tendants are 
A'l honourable;; they induc'd, to- ſteal it! 
And by a ſtranger Ino, he hath enjoy! diher, 
The cognizance of her incontineney 
Is this: ſhe hath bought the name of whore, thus dear ly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves between you! 

Phil, Sir, be paiieat ; | 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perfuaded well of-—. = 

Poft. Never talk on't; 
She ha h been colted by him- 

Iach. It you ſeek 
For further ſatisfying; under her breaſt, 
Worthy the preſſing, lies a mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate. lodging, By my life 
I kiſt it. You do remember 
This ſtain upon ber 

Poſt. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but 1t. 

Iach. Will you hear more? 

Pot. Spare your arichmetick. 
Ne'er count the turns : once, and a million. 

Tach, I' be ſworn 

Pot. No ſwearing ; | 
Tf you will {wear you have not don't, you lye, 
And I will kill thee if thou doſt deny _ 
D 2 Thou'k 
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Thou'ſt made her ſtrumpet. 
ach. I'll deny nothing. | 
Poſt. O that I had her here, to tear her limb- meal; 
Iw ill go there and do't i' th'court before 
Her father—1]'ll do ſomething — _. [Exit. 
Phil, Quite beſides 9 
The government of patience. You have won: 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 
He hath againſt himſelf. | 
Lach, With all my heart. [Exeunt. 
' SCENE à chamber, Enter Poſt! umus. 
Pf. Is there no way for men to be without 
' Theſe vipers, women? We are baſtards all, 
And that moſt venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was, I know not where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; fo doth my wife 
The non-pareil of this—Oh vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſte reſtrain'd, 
And pray*d me oft forbearance ; did it with 
A pudency ſo reſie, the ſweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn 
T hat I thought her „ 
As chaſte as unſunn'd ſnow; Oh, all the devils! 
This yellow Iachimo in an hour——was't not ?— 
Or leſs: at firſt ? Perchance he ſpoke not, but 
Like a full acorn'd boar, a German one, — 


O! torture to my mind. Could I find out 


The woman's part in me, for there's no motion 


That tends to vice in man, but I aflirm 


It is the woman's part; be it lying, note it, 

The womans ; flattering, her's? deceiving, her's ; 

Luſt, and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 
Nice-longing, ſlanders, mutability : 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 

Why hers, in part, or all; or rather all. For even to vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill; 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one | 
Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them—yet tis greater ſkill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very devils cannot plague them better. 


1 


SCENE a palace. 
Cymbeline, Qucen, Cluen, and Lords diſcovered. 
| Enter Cains Lucius and attendants. 
n. Now ſay, what would Augufus Cæſar with us? 
Luc. When Julius Cæſar was in Britain, 
Caſſibelan thine uncle, did for him, 
And his ſucceſſion, grant to Rome 3 tribute, 
Yearly three thouſand pounds ; which by thee lately 
Is lett untender'd, | 
Queen. And to kill the marvel, 
Shall be fo ever, | | 
Clot. There may be many Cæſars, 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain's a world 
By itſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noſes, 
Tribute? Why ſhould we pay tribute? If Cæſar can 
hide the ſun from vs with a blanket, or put the moon in 
his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; elſe, fir, 
no more tribute. 
m. You muſt know, 
»Till the iojurious Romans did extort 
This tribute, we were free, Say then to Czſar, 
Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which | 
Ordain'd our laws, wh. ſe uſe the ſword of Cæſar 
Hath too much mangled ; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
Shall by the power we hold be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry. 
Luc. I am ſorry, 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Cz'ar, 
'Cymbeline's enemy. War, and contuſion 
In Cæſar's name pronounce I *gainſt thee : look 
For fury, not to be reliſted. Thus defy'd, 
I thank thee for myſelf. 
Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius, 


Clot. His majeſty bids you welcome, Make paſtime 


with us a day, or two, or longer : if you ſeek us after- 


wards in other terms, you ſhall find us in our ſalt-water 


girdle ; if you beat us out of it, it is yours : if you fall 
in the adventure, our crows ſhall fair the better for 
you: and there's an end. Luc. 85, far, 
n. I know your maſter's pleaſure, abd he mine: 
All the remain is, Welcome. - [ Exeunt, 
SCENE a chamber. Enter Piſanio reading a letter. 


Pi. How? of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 


What monſters have accuſed her ? Leonatus ! 
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Oh, maſter, what a ſtrange infection 

Is fall'n into thy ear? what falſe Italian, 

As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed, hath prevaiPd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Diſloyal? No, 


She's punrſh'd for her truth; and undergoes 


More gecdefſs-like, than wifc-like, ſach aſſaults 

As would take in fome virtue. Oh, my maſter, 
Thy mind+'to her, is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunes. How ? That J ſhould murder her, 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which 1 

Have made to thy command I her Her blood 


If it be ſo, to do good ſerviee, never 


Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 
That I ſhould ſeem to lack humanity, 
So much as this fact came to? Do't— [reading the litter. 
That I hau ſent her, by her own command, 
Shall give the opportunity. Damn'd paper 
Black as the ink that's on thee :—1o here ſhe comes. 
Enter Imogen 
J. am ignorant in what lam commanded. 
Imo. How now, Piſanio ? 
Pi/. Mad am, here is a letter from my lord. 
imo, Who! thy lord ? that is my lord Leonatus : 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer 
That knew the (tars, as I his characters, 
He'd lay the future open. You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content. 


Good wax, thy leave: bleſt be 


You bees that make theſe locks of counſel. 
Good news, Gods ! 'f Reading, 
FUSTICE,. and your father*s wrath, ſhould he take me in his 
dominion, could nat be fo cruel to me; but you, ch the deareft 
of creatures, would even renew me with your eyes. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford: Haven: what your 
own love will out f this adviſe you, folloto. $9 he wi hes 
you all/happineſs, that remains loyal to bis vorv, and your in- 
creafing in love ; Leonatus Poſthumus, 
Oh for a horſe with wings! hear'ſt thou, Piſanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven, Read and tell me 
How far *tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not [ 
Glide thither in a day ? then, ſay Piſanio, 
How far it is to this ſame bleſs'd Milford ? 
How may we ſteal from hence ? pr'ythee ſpeak 

| How 
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How many ſcore of miles may we well ride 
»Twixt hour and hour? - | 

Piſ. One ſcore, twixt ſun and ſun, 
Madam's enough for you: ard too much too. 

Ino. Why, one that rode to's execution, man, 
Could never go ſo ſlow-: but this is foolery. 

Ga, bid my woman feign a ſickneſs, fay 

She'1! home to her father, and provide me preſent 
A riding ſuit : no coſtlier than would fit 

A Franklin's houſewife. | 

Piſ. Madam, you'd beſt conſider. 

Ino. | ſee before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, but have a fog.in them, 
That I cannot look thro*. Away, | pr'ythee. 
Do as I bid thee; there's no more to fay ; w 
Acceſſible is none but Milford way. Eæcunt. 
: 4-208 SCENE a fore/t with a cove. 
Enter Bellarins, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. A goodly day, not to keep houſe with ſuch, 
Whoſe toof's as low as ours: fee boys! this gate 
Irftrufts you how t'adore the heavins ; ani bows you 
To morning's holy office. G.tes of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that gienis may get through 
And ke-p their impious turbans on, without 
Good- morrow tothe fun. Hail, thou fair heav'n, 
We houſe Prh*rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

As prouder livers do. bi 

Guid, Hail, heavn ! | 

Ary, Hail, heaven! 

Bel. Now for our mountain ſport, up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young: T' tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it 4s place which leffons and fers off, 
And you may then revolve what tal-s I rold you, 
Of courts of princes, of the iicks in war, 
That ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 

But being fo allow'd, To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we ſee: 

And often to our comfort hall we find 

The ſharded beetſe in a ſafer hold | 

Than is the full- wing'd eagle. Oh this life, 

Is nobler than attending for a check; 

Richer than doing nothing for a bauble; 

Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid- for ſilk: 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
| Yet 
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Vet keeps his book uncroſs'd ; no life to ours. 95 
-Guid. Out of your proof you ſpeak : we poor unffedg &. 
 Nave never wing'd from view o'th'neſt ; 
Hap'iy this life 1s beſt, 
If quiet lite is beſt ; ſweeter to you 
That have a ſharyer known : well correſponding - 
With your {tf age: but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance ; | 
A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 
Are What ſhould we ſpeak of 
When weare old as you ? when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December? How, 
In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing hours away ? we have ſeen nothing, 
Bet. How you ſpeak ? | | 
But, up to th' mountains, 
This is not hunters language; he that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſnall be lord o'th'feaſt, 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, - 
And we will fear no poiſon, which attends 
In. place of greater ſtate : . 
I'll meet you in the valleys, [ Exeunt Guid. and Ary. 
How hard it is to hide the ſparks of nature? 
Theſe boys know little they are ſons to th'king, 
And Cymbeline dreams not they are alive. ; 
They think they are mine, and tho' rrain'd up thus meanly 
I'th*cave there ob the brow, their thoughts'do hit 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them 
Ia ſimple and low things, to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Policore, 
(The heir of Cimbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father cah'd Guiderius) Jove ! 
When on my three-foot ſtool I fit, and tell 
The warl ke feats I've done, his ſpirits fly out 
Into my ſtory, ſ y thus mine enemy fell, 
And thus I ſet my foot on's neck, even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweate, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
{Once Arviragus) in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 
His own conceiving. | Horn und.] Hark, the game 
| is rouz'd | 
O Cymbeline ! Heav'n, and my conſcience know 
| Aa Thou 
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Thou did'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me, whereon 

At three and two years old, I ſtole theſe babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of ſuccefhon, as 

Thou reft'ſt me of my lands, Euriphile, 

Thou waſt their nurſe, they take thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave; 

Myſelf Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 


They take for natural father, { Horn ſounds again.] The 


$ 


game 18 up. [ Exit. 
SCENE 7be palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 
a Cym. Thus far, and ſo farewel. 


Luc. Thanks, royal ſir ; 
1 am right ſorry, that I muſt _— = 
My maſter's enemy, 1 defire of 
A conduct over land, to Milford- ml 


Om. My lords, you are appointed for that office 3 
The due of honour in no point omit ; 


So farewel, noble Lucius. | - 
Luc. Your hand, my loid,. 
£ Clot. Receive it friendly, but from this t time forth - 


I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc, Sir the event 005 
Is yet to name the wioner. Fare y ou wall. (Fx. Luc. Cc. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning : r it en hon 
T hat we have given him cauſe, | 

Clot. Tis all the better, ede 
Your valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 
Aucen. Tis not l:epy buſineſs, 

But muſt be looked to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
Jm. Our ex pectation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 

Wheye is our daughter : ſhe hath not appear'd 

B fore the Roman, nor to us hath tendet'd 

The duty of the day. She looks as like 

A thing more made of malice than of duty; 

We've noted it. Call her before us, for 

We've been too light in ſufference. {Exit 1ſt Lord. 


Aen. Royal ür, 
Since the exi e ot Poſthumus, moſt retir'd 
Hath her life been; the cute whereof my lord, 
*T'is time muſt do. Beſeech your majeſty, | 
For bea ſharp ſpeeches to her. Re-enter 1/f Lord. 
Cym, Where is the, fir ? How , 7 
Can her contempt be anſwered ? 
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% Lord. Pleaſe you, fir, 
Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th” loudeſt noiſe we make. 
Queen. My lord; when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray d me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty,leave-unpzid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer ; this. 
Shewiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 
m. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant heavens, that which I fear 
Prove falſe. | Exit with attendants 
Ducen. Son, I ſay; follow. the king. | 
CI. That man of hers, Piſanio, her old ſervant. 
J have not ſeen theſe two days. [ Exit. 
Duren,. Go look after 
Piſenio, he that ſlaud'ſt ſo for Poſthumus ! - 
He has a drug of mine; I pray bis abſence, 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes. 
It isathing mo@ precious. But for her, | 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply deſpairchath ſeiz'd her; 
Or wing'd with fervor of her love, ſhe's flown. 
To her defir'd Poſthumus; gore ſhe: is 
To death, ori to diſſonour, and my end 
Can make good nſe of either. Ste being down 
J have the placing of the Britiſb crown. {Bute 
_ SCENE:;a:word; Enter Piſani and Imogen 
Ino. Thou told'ſt me when we came. from horſe the place 
Was near at hand: O where. is Poſtrumus.?. 
Say good Piſanio. What is in thy mind, 
That makes thee ſtare thus? One but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond ſelf-cxplicati n- What's the matter ? 
Why teuder'ſt thou that paper to me 7 
If 't be ſummer news, 
Smile to't before, if winterly thou need'ſt : 1 
But keep that count'nance ſtiil. My huſband's hand? 
That èrug-damn'd Italy, hath out- crafted him, bs 
And he's at {-me hard point. Speak, man; thy tongue 
May take off ſume extremity, which to rede 
Would be even mortal to me. | 
Piſce Pieafe you read, | 
And you ſhall find me, wretched man, a thing 
Te moſt diſdain'd of fortune. 2 
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| Imogen reads. Rn 
THY miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play'd the S in my bed : 
the trſlimonies whereof iye bleeding in ne. I ſpeak not out 
Fare ik ſurmijes, but from proof as ſtrong as my grief, and 
as certain a, ['exrprt my revenge. That part thou, Piſanio, 
muſt act for me, if thy faith be not tainte i with the breath of 4 
hers ; let thine own hands take away her life: I ſhall grve p 
thee opportunity at Mil ford. haven, She hath my letter for 
the prirpoſe : where, if thou fear to Arie, and to ute ne 
| cerinin it is done, thou art the pander to her di ſbonour, and 
JI. equally to me diſhyal. | 
| Pi/. What ſtiall I need to draw my ſword, the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis flander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword, whoſe ton 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile, whole breath 9 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belye I 
All corners of the world. | 
"4 


What cheer, madam ? 

Ima. Falſe to his bed! What is it to be falſe ? 

Io lie in watch there, and :o think on him? 278 þ 

To weep *twixt clock and clock ? It ſleep charge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
Andery myſe'f awake ? that's falle to's bed! is't? 

Pif. Alas, god lady! 

Ino. I falſe'? thy conſcience witneſs, Iachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of incortinency, 3 
Thou then look'ſt like 2 villain ; now, methinks, 
Thy f.vour's gaod enough. Some jay of Italy, 
Whoſe feathers were her painting, aath betrayed him, 
Poor I am ftale, z garment out of faſhion, | 
I muſt be ript; to pieces with me: oh, | 
Mens vows are women's traitors, All good ſeeming, 
By thy revolt, oh, auſband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for villainy. 

Piſ. Grand, madam, hear me | 
Io. Come, fellow, be thou honeſt 
Do thou thy maſter's idding. When thou ſceſt him, 

A little witneſe ny obedi-nce, Lock, 
I Þ draw the jword myfett, take it, and hit 
The innocent manſion of my love, my heart; 
Fear not. *tis empty of all things but grief; 
Thy matter isnt there, who was indeed 
The riches of it, Do is bidding, ſtrike, 
Thou may'it be valiant 18 + better cauſe ; 
i But now thou ſeem'ſt a coward. 
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Piſ. Hence, vile inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damn my hand, 
Ino. Why TI muſt die, 
And it I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No ſervant of thy maſter's. . Againſt ſelf- laughter 
There is a prohibition ſo divine 
That cravens my weak hand: come here's my heart 
Something's afore't—Soft, ſoit, we'll no defence; 
What is here, [ Opening her breaſt, 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to hereſie? Away, away, 
[P ulling his letter out of her — 
Corruptors of my faith, you ſhall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my heart : pr'ythee diſpatch, 
The lamb intreats the butcher. Where's the kniſe ? 
Thou art too flow to do thy maſter's bidding, 
When I deſire it too. 
Piſ. O gracious lady! 
Since I receiv*'d command to do this buſineſs 
I have not ſlept one wink, | . 
Imo. Do't, and to bed then. ; | : 
Pi/. PI! break mine eye-balls firſt, 
Imo. Wherefore then, didſt undertake it! 
Why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent ? when thou haſt ta'en thy land, 
Th' elected deer before thee ? | 
P . But to u in time 
To loſe ſo bad employ meat, in the which - 
I have conſidered of a courſe; good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 
Ino. Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak ; 
I have heard I am a ſtrumper, and mine ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to buttom that. But ſpeak. | 
Pe. It cannot be, 
But that my meſter is abuſed ; ſome villain, 
Ay, and ſingular in his art, dath done you bath 
This curſed injury. 
Imo. Some . courtezan 
Pif. No, on my life; 
I'n give bim notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody fign of it. For 'tis commanded 
- I ſhould do ſo ; you ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it, 


Imo. Why, good ſellpy ; 


- 
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8 What ſhall 1 do the while ? Where bide? How live? © 
1 Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband? 
Piſ. If . back to ch court— 
Imo. No court, no father. 
Pi, If not at court, \ 
Then not in Britain mutt you bide: © 
Ino. Where then? Hath Britain all th* ſun that ſhines ? 
There's living out of Britain, 
P᷑i Tam moſt glad, 7 
You think of other place: th' ambaſſador, : 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven | 
To- moriow. Now, if you could wear a mien 
Dark as your fortune-is, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Preity, and full of view ; yea, happily, near 
The reſidence of Poſthumus ; ; fo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your eat, 
As truly as he moves. 
Imo. Oh for ſuch means, | 
4 Though peril to my modeſty, not Geath on't, 
I would adventure. 
Piſ. Well then, here's the point: 
You muſt forget to be a woman; —_— 
Command into obedience, 
Fore- thinking this, I have already fit, 
(*Tis in your cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, fore noble Lucius 
Preſent-y» urſelf, defire his ſervice, tell him 6 
Wherein you're, happy, which will make him ſo, 
(If that his head have ear in muſic) doubtleſs 
With joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable. - 
And doubling that, moſt holy. For means "_— 
You have me rich, and I will never Fail 
Beginning, nor ſupply. 
Imo. I hou art all the comfort I 
The gods will diet me with. This attempt 
Iam a ſoldier to, and will abide it with' 
A prince*s courage, Away, I pr'ythee. 
Piſ. Well, madam, we muſt take a ſhort fare wel, 
Leſt being miſs'd, | be ſuſpected of 
Your carriage from the court, My noble Aide 
Here is a phial glaſs, 


What's | 
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- What's in't is precious: if you are ſick at ſea, 
Or ſtomach qualm'd at land, a taſte of this 
Will drive away diſtemper. To ſome ſhade, 
And fit to your manhood ; may the gods 
Direct you to the beſt. 
Imo. Amen, I thank the. | [Exeunt, 


La 


ACT. IV. SCENE « palace. 
Enter Cloten. 
I Love and hate her ; for ſhe's fair and royal, 
I love her; but £ | 
iſdaining me, and throwing favours on „ 
The low Poſthumus, ſlanders fo her judgment, 
I will-conclude to hate her. Enter Piſanio. 
Who is here ? Ah you precious pander, villain, 
Where is thy lady ? In a word, or elie 
Thou art ſtraightway with the fiends. 
£iſ. Oh, good my lord. | 
"Chet. Wheie is thy lady? Or, by Jupiter, 
J will not aſk again. Cloſe villain, | 
I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or vip Y ff 
Thy heart to find it. Is the with Poſthumus ? 
J. Alas, my lord, -/ 
How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe mifs'd ? 
Clot, Where is the, fir ? ſatisfy me home, 
What is become of her ? 
Pi. Oh, my all-wortby lord! 
Clot. All-worthy villain! 
Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death, 
75 Then, ſir, | ; 
This paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touchin ber flight. | 
Co.. Fer ſee'rt; I will purſue her 
pou to Auguſtus? throne, 2 
P.. Or this, or periſh, | . { Afides 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 
May prove bis travel, nut her danger. 
Chr. Humh. 2 
Sirrah, is this letter true? | 
Pi. Sir, as I think. | 
Clot. It is Poftrumus? haffd, I know't, Sirrah, if 
thou wouldſt not be & villain, but to do ne true ſer- 
vice; that is, what villairy foc'er I bid thee do, to 
; e perform 
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perform it directly and truly, I would think thee an 
honeſt man; thou ſbould'ſt neither want my means for 
thy relief; nor my voice for thy preferment. * 

Pif. Well, my good lord. 

Clot. Give me thy hand, here's my purſe. Halt any 
of thy late maſter's garments in thy poſſethon ? 

Pif. ] have, my lord, one as my lodging, which he for» 
got _ with him, it was a favourite of my tidy and 
miltre is. | | | 
5 2 The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, ferch that ſuit 

ither, ; | 

Pif. I ſhall, my lord. Exit: 

Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven ? even there, thou 
villain, Polthumus, will I kill thee. She faid upon 2 
time, that ſhe held the very garment of Poſthumus in 
more reſpe ct, than my noble and natural perſon : with 
that ſuit'upon my back I will attack her; and when my 
appetite hath dined, to the court Pl] foot her home again. 
My revenge is now at Mitford, would I had wings to- 


follow it, [ Exit. 
SCENE she foreft and cawe. 
Enter Imogen in boy's cloaths, 
Imo. I ſee a man's life is a tedious one. 
I have tired myſelf ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution belps me : Milford, 
When from the mountaia top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a ken. Oh, jove, I think 
Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch I mean, 
Where they ſhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told 
I could not miſs my way. Will poor folks he 
That have afflitions on them? yet no wonder, 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true, To lapfe in fulneſs 
Is ſorer, than to he for need; and falfhood | | 
Is worſe in kings, than beggars. My dear lord, 
Thou art one o' th” falſe ones; now I think on thee, 
My hunger's gone, but even before, I was 
At point to ſink for food. But what is this? 
| [ Sceing the eaves 
Here is a path to't—tis ſome ſavage hold; | 
I were beſt not cal; I dare dot call; yet famine 
Ere it clean o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breed cowards, hardneſs ever 
Of hardineſs is mother. Ho ! who's here ? 
If any thing that's civil, — "I 
"F> 2 4 
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No anſwer ? then I" ll enter. 
. Beſt draw my ſword ; and if mine enemy 
Bat fear my ſword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 
Such a foe, good heav'ns. . [She goes into the cave. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You Polydore have prov'd beſt woodman, and 
Are maſter of the feaſt ; Cadwall and I © | 
Will play the cook, and ſervant ; come, our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſavoury ; wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth 

Finds the down pillow hard, Now peace be here, 
Poor houſe, that keep ſt thyſelf, | [that 

Guig. There is cold meat i“ th? cave, we'll brouze on 
Whilſt what we've kil'd be cock dd. 

Bel. Stay, come not in 
But that it eats our victuals, I ſhould think 
He were a fairy. 

Guid. What's the matter, Sir? p 
Biel. By Jupiter an angel! or if not, 
An earthly paragon. Behold divineneſs 
No elder than a boy. 6 . | 
SETS | Enter Imogen from the cave. 

Ino. Good maſters, harm me not; 


Before I enter'd here, I call'd, and thought [ troth, f 


To have begg'd, or bought, what 1 have took: good 
I have ſtol'n nought, nor would not, though I had found 

Sold ſtrew'd i” th' floor. Here's money for my meat, 
I ould have left it on the board fo ſoon 

As I had made my meal. And parted thence 
With prayers for the provider, | 

Guid. Money, youth? 

Arv. All gold and ſilver rather turn to dirt, 
As *tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty gods. 

Ino. I ſee you're angry: ; 


* * 


Knew, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould F 
Hark | 


died, had I not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound ? 
Imo. To Milford- Haven. 
Bel. What's your name ? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir; I bave a kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy! He embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
I am fall'n in this offence, ' 
Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth, 


0 


Think 


[ Looking its | 
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Think us no churls ; nor meaſure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in, Well encounter'd, 
"Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eat it. 
Boye, bid him welcome. | 

Ar. I'll love him as my brother; 
And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 
After long abſence, ſuch is yours, 

Guid. Moſt welcome: | 
Be ſprightly, for you fall *mong it friends. 


Imo. Mongſt friends, [A4/ede. 


If brothers: would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my father's fons, then had my prize 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal to thee, my Poſthumus. 
Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 
Guid, Would I could free it, 
Aru. Or I, whiate'er it be, 
What pain it coſt, what danger. 
Bel. Hark, boys. | [ Whiſpering: 
Imo. Great men, „ [Alias 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 


A 


Which their own conſcience feal'd them; laying by 8 


That nothing- gift of defering multitudes, 

Could not out- piece theſe twain, Pardon me, gods, 
I'd change my ſex to be companion with them, 
Since Poſthumus is falſe, 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo: : 8 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. Fair youth, come in; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ſupp'd 
We'll mannerly demand bon of thy ſtory, 

So far as thon wilt ſpeak it. | 

Guid. Pray draw near. 

Arv. The night to th? owl, 
And morn to the lark leſs welcome. 
Inno. Thanks, Sir. | | 

Arv. I pray draw near. [Extunt5 

SCENE the for-ft. Enter Clolen alone. | 

Chor. | am near to the place where they ſhould meet, if 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garments ſerve 
me! Poſthumus, thy head, which is now growing upon 
thy ſhoulders, ſhall within this hour be off, thy miſtreſs 
enforc'd, thy garments cut to pieces before her face, and 
all this done, ſpurn her home to her father, who may, 
haply, be a little angry for my ſo rough uſage ; but my 
| | <>} | mother 
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mother having power of his teſtineſs, ſhall turn all inte | 
my commendations. My horſe is tied up ſafe, out 
ſword, and to a ſore purpoſe ; fortune put them into my | 
band; this is the very deſcription of their meeting place, 
and the fellow darcs not deceive me. [Extt. 
| SCENE. the cave. 

{Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Aræiragus, and Imogen. 

Bel. You ate not well: remain here in the cave, 

We'll come to you aſter hunting. 

Aru. Brother, ſtay here; 

Are we not brothers? . 

Ino. So man and man ſhould be, 

. Yet clay and chy diff-rs in dignity, 

Whoſe duſt is both alike, Im very fick. ' 

(Grid. Go you to hunting, Il! abide with him. 
Imo. So ſick I am got, yet I am not well, 

So pleaſe you, leave me, 

'Stickitu your journal courſe; the breach of cuſtam, 
ts breach of all, I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Suciety is no comfort 
To one not ſociable: I am not very lick, 

Since I can teaſon of it. Play you truſt me here 

_Arv. Brother, farewel. 

Ino. I with you ſport. . 

Av. Your health So pleaſe yo, Sir. % 

Imo. Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies have 
IJ heard'! 8 l Aae. 

Our ęourtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at court: 

1 am fick till, heart · fick — Piſanio, 

I'll now taſte of thy drug. [Drinks out of the pbial. 

Guid. I could not ſtir bim; | 

He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet hoveſt 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me; yet ſaid, bereafter 

I might know more | 

Biel. To th' field, to th' field: 

We'll leave you for this time; go in, and reſt, 

Aru. We'll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not ſick, 

For you muſt be our houſe - wife. e 
Ino. Well or ill, I am bound to you. [ Exit. 
Bel. This youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears t'have had 

Good anceſtors, | | 

Arv. How angel-like he ſings ? 


Guid. Yet I do note, ES 
at 
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An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big? 


 Know'ſt me not by my clothes? 


*Twould move me ſooner. 


At tools J laugb, not fear them. 
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That grief and patience rooted in him both, 
Mingle their ſpurs together. 
Aru. Grow patience, f 
And let the ſtinking elder, grief, untwine 
His periſhing root, from the enereaſing vine. | 
Bel, It is great moraing. Come away: who's there? 
| | Enter Cloten; 
Clor. I cannot find thofe reuagat-s-: that villain 
Hath mock'd me. | 
Bel. Thoſe runagates! 
Means he not us ? | partly:know him; tis 
Cloten, the ſon o'. th“ Queen.; I ſear ſome ambuſm 
- «Guid., He is but one f you, and my brother ſearch 
What companies are neat : pray you away, | 
Let me alone with him. 1 
| | '[Exeunt Bellarias and frviraget: | 
: Re enter Cioten, 
Clot. Soft, what are you J 
That fly me thus? Some villa'n-mauntaineers— 1 
I've heard of ſuch. Thou art a robber, ; 
A law-breaker, a villain ; yield thee, thief. | 
" Guid, To whom ? to thee? what art thou? Have not L q 


Exit. 


Thy words I grant are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why 1 ſhould yield to thee r? 

Clot. Thou villain bile, 


Guid. No, nor thy taylor, who made thoſe clothes, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 
Clot. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Grid. What's thy name? 

.Clor. Cloten, thou villuin. 

Guid. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it; where it toad, adder, ſpiders 


- 


Clot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
T am ſon to ch' Queto. 
Guid. I am ſorry tort ; not feeming 
So worthy as thy birth, 
Clos. Art not afraid ? 
Guid, Thoſe that I reverence, theſe I fear, the wife ; 
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Clot. Die the death; | | 7ve: 
When [I have lain thee with my proper hand, - 

III follow thoſe that even now fled hence, | 
And on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads: 
Yield ruſtic mountaineer. [ Exeunt figlting. 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. Ye 
Bel. Ne company's abroad. | 
Arv, None in the world; you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel. No, time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of fayour 
Which then he wore ; he ſnatches in his voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am abſolute 
*T'was very Cloten. 5 . 
Arv. In this place we left them. But ſee thy brother, 
oY Enter Guiderius. 
'- Guid. This Cloten was a fool. Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brain, for he had none, 
Bel. What haſt thou done? 
Guid, Cut off one Cloten's head, 
Son to the Queen, after his own report. 
Bel. We are all undone. | 
© Guid, Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But that he fwore to take our lives? the law = 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of fleſ; threat us ? 
Play judge, and executioner, all bimſelf ; 
For we do fear no law. What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 
Bel. No ſingle foul a 
Can we ſet e) e on; but in all ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome attendants. 
It is not probable he'd come alone. 
I had no ming 3 
To hunt this day; the boy Fidele's ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 
Gaid. With his own ſword, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from him: I'll throw't ihto the creek 
Behind our rock, and let it to the ſea, | 
And tell the fiſhes, he's the Queen's ſon, Cloten, 

That's all I care. : | Exit. 

Bel. | fear it will be reveng'd: | 6 
Would Polydore thou had'ſt not done't : though valour 
Becomes thee well enough, 2 | 

Av. Would I had done't. _ 
; 4 Cha 
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Bel. Well, "tis done: | | 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee to our rock, 
You and Fidele play the cooks: I'll ſtay | 
Till haſty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner preſently. | 
Aru. Poor ſick Fidele! 
To gain his colour | 
Pd let a river. of ſuch Cloten's blood, 
And praiſe myſelf for charity. . (Exit; 
Bel. O thou goddeſs, E441 
Thou divine nature ! how thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two princely boys : they are as gentle 
As zephyrs blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet, as rough, 
(Their royal blood enchaf'd,) as the rud'ſt wind, 
T hat by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him ſtoop to th? vale. *Tis wonderful 
That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, 
Civility not ſeen from other; valour, | 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow'd :; yet ſtill "tis ſtrange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends, - - 
Or what his death will bring us. 
| FH Enter Guiderius. 
Guid. Where's my brother? 
I have ſent Claten's clot-pole down the ſtream, 
In embaſly to his mother; his body's hoſtage 
For his return, | | [ Solemm mute; 
Bel. My ingenious inſtrument, 
Hark Polydore, it ſounds : but what occaſion _ 
Hath Cadwell now to give it motion? Hark! 
 Guid. Is he at home ? 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Guid. What does me mean? 
Since death of my dear mother 


It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn accidents. | 


| Enter Arviragus. 
Bel. Logk, here he comes; 

And brings the dire occaſion in his looks, 

Of what we blame him for. 

Arv. The bird is dead 


"at we have made ſo much on. I had rather 


46. | 
Have ſkipt from fixteen years of age, to fixty ; 
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Than bave ſeen this. 


Guid. O ſweeteſt, faireft lily! 


And art thou gone, my poor Fidele. 


Bel. What, is he dead, how found you him? 
Aru. Stark—ſmiling at ſome fly had tickled ſlumber, 


Not as death's dart being laugh'd at ; bis right cheek 
Repoſing on a cuſhion. od 


Guid, Where? 
Art. O'th* floor: 


His arms thus leagu'd, I thought he ſlept, and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudenefe 


Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud, _ 


Is quite forgot. He was a queen's fon, boys, 


Bel. Great griefs I ſee med'cine the lefs.” For Cloten 


Avd though he came our enemy, remember 
He paid for that : our foe was princely. 


And though you took his life, as being our foe, 


Yet bury him, as a prince. Go, bring your lilly, 
Oh ! melancholy ! 


{ Zxcunt Gi 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom ? find. 


The ooze, to ſhew what courſe thy bergie earrack 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in? Thou bleſſe 


thing, 


Jeve knows what man thou might'ſt hare made but oh . 


3 


Thou dy'ſt, a moſt rare boy, of melancholy. 

Enter Guiderius and Arviragus, with the bodiere 
Come, let us lay the bodies each by each, 

And ſtrew em oer with flow'rs, and on the morrow 


Shall the earth receive em. - 


Aru. Sweet Fidele! 
Fear no more th* heat o' th* ſun, 
Nor the furious winter's blaſt; 


Thou thy worldly taſk haſt done, 


And the dream of life is paſt. 
G, Monarchs, fages, peaſants muſt 


| Follow thee, and come to duſt. [ Excunt with the bodies. 


| © SCENE the palace. 
| Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio. 
Cym. Again; and bring me word how 'tis with her; 
A fever with the abſence of her ſon; 
Madneſs, of which her life's in danger; - 
Imogen, the great pait of my comfort, gone! My queen 
Upon a deſperate bed, and in a ttrme 


When fearful wars point at me! Her fon gone, 60 
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So needful for this preſent ! It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs muft know of her departure, and 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll inforce it from thee 
By a ſharp torture. | 
Pi/. Sir, my life is yours, ſet it at your will: 
2 Lord. Good, my liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was here; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
Al parts of his ſubjection loyally. For lord Cloten, 
There wants no diiigence in ſecking him, 
He will no doubt be found. 
Cym. The time is troubleſome; 
We'll lip you for a ſeaſon, but our jealouſy 
Does et depend. 
2 Lord. So pleaſe your majeſty, 
The Roman legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaft. | | 
On. Now for the counſel of my fon and queen: 
Jam amaz'o with matter, let's withdraw 
And meet the time, as it ſecks us: we fear not 
W hat can from Italy annoy us, but | 
We grieve at chances here—away.— [ Exeunt. 
Pi/. Pve had no letter from my maſter fince 
I wrote him Imogen was ſhin, 'tis ſtrange! 
Nor hear I from my miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplex'd in all, The heav'ns ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein I'm falſe I'm honeſt, not true, to be true, 
Theſe preſent wars ſhall find I love my country, 
Ev'n to the nate of th' king, or Jil fall in them: 
All other doubts by time, let 'em be clear*.!, 
Fortune brings in ſome boats, that are not ſteer'd. | Eis. 
SCENE. a fort. Imogen and Cloten, on a bank firtawed 
WOE wth flowers. Imogen awakes, 
Imo. Ves, fir, to Miiford- Haven, which is the way? 
I thank you—by yond buſh—pray how far thither ?— 
'Ols pitiikins can it be fix mile yet 
I have gone all night—'faich, il lye down and ſleep. 
But ſoft | no bedfeilow !-—— Oh gods and goddeſſes 
| : {S:eing the body. 
The flow'rs are like the pleaſures of the world : 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dream; 
For ſure I thought I was a cave-keeper, Ya 
And 


* 
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And cook to honeſt creatures, © 

I tremble till, with fear; but if there be 

Yet left in heav'n as ſmall a drop of pity 

- As a wren's eye ; oh, gods! a part of it! 

The dream's here ſtill ; even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs man !— The garment of my Poſthumus ? 
I knoy them well, this is bis hand 6 
Muidercd——Piſanio | — 

*T'was thou conſpiring, with that devil Cloten, 

Haſt here cut off my lord. Piſanio! 
How ſhould this be, Pifanio ! ——'Tis he! 

The drug he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 

Murd'rous to the ſenſes ? that confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's deed. 


* 


Oh, my lord! my lord! [ Lies down 1 pon the body. 


Enter Lucius and Captain. 
Luc. But what from Rome? | 
Cap. The Senate hath ſtirr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing ſpirits, 
That promiſe noble ſervice : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, 
Syenna's brother, 
Luc. When expect you them? | 
Cap.” With the next benefit o' th' wind. 
Luc. This forwardneſs 
Makes our hopes fair. Soft ho, what trunk is here, 
Without his top ? the ruin ſpeaks, that ſome time 
It was a worthy building. How! a page! 
Or dead or ſtee ping on bim; but dead rather: 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead. 


Let's ſee the boy's face, | 
Cap. He's alive, my lord. 8 
Tue. He'll then inſtruct us of his body. Young one, 


Inform us of thy fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded : who is this 8 
Thou mak'ſt thy blocdy pillow? What art thou ? 
Imo. 1 am nothing ; or if not, 
Nothing to be, were better : this was my maſter, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by mountaineers hes ſlain ; alas! 
There are no more ſuch maſters ; 
Luc. Lack, good youth! | 
25 | 5 Thou 
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Thou movꝰſt no leſs with thy complaining, than FA 

Thy maſter in bleeding: ſay thy name, good friend? 
Ino. Fidele, ſir. | 
Luc. Thy name well fits thy faith ; | 


Wilt take thy chance with me ? 1 will not ſay, WE 


Thou ſhalt be ſa well maſter d, but be ſure 
Neos lefs belov'd. Go with me. 
Ino. I'll follow, fir : but firſt an't pleaſe the gods 
I'll hide my maſter from the fowls as deep 
As theſe poor pickaxes can dig; and when 
With wild wood-leaves, and weeds, I've firew'd his grave, 
And on it ſaid a century of prayers, 
(Such as [ can) twiee o'er, I'll weep, and ſigh, 
And leaving ſo his fervice, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me, 
Luc. Ay, good youth, 
And rather father thee, than maſter thee ; my Aerts, 
The boy hath taught us manly duties ; let us 
Find out the prettieſt daitied-plot we can, 
And make him, with our pikes and partizans, 


A grave; boy he is preferr'd 


By thee to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 

As ſoldiers can. Be cheartul, wipe thine eyes, 

Some falls, are means the happier to arife, 

Briog him along, Leun 


ACT V. "SCENE « foreſt; le | 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius and Arvirages. 
Arv. HE noiſe is round about us. 
| Bel. Let us from it. | 
We'll bi ber to the mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the king s party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's death, we being not known, nor muſter'd | 
Among the bands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd: and fo extort from that 
Which we have done, whoſe anſwer would be death 
Drawn on with tortnre. 
Guid, This is, fir, a doubt 
(In ſuch a time) nothing becoming you, 
Not ſatisfying us, | 
Aru. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their 1282 
And ears fo cloy'd importantly as now, | 


That they will wake their time upon our note, 
. F To 
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To know from. whence we are, 

Bel. Oh, I am known | 

Of many in the army ; and beſides; the king 

Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice, nor your loves. - 

Guid. Pray, fir, to the army; _ 

I, and my brother, ang, not known; yourſelf | 

So out of thought, and thereto ſo o'er-grown,, =, 

Cannot be queition'd. | 

Ax. By this ſun that ſhines, > 

Pl thicher; what thing is it 2 [ never 
Did ſee man die, ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats and veniſon ? 
I am aſham'd to look upon the holy ſun, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt beams, remaining 

So long a poor unknown - 
Guid. By heav'ns I'il go; 

If you will bleſs me, fir, and give me leave, 

Fl take the better care: but if you will not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 

The hands of Romans. IB 
Arwv. So ſay J. 

Bel. No reaſon I, fince of your lives you ſet 

So ſlight a valuation, ſhould reſerve 

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys. 

If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lye. [Za eunt. 
SCENE @ þ Id between the Britiſh and Roman camps, 
Enter Poſthumus with a bloody handkerchief. 
Pop. Yea bloody cloth, Ill keep thee ; for I wiſtyt - 

Thou ſhould*ſt be colour'd thus. You married ones 

If each of you would take this courſe, how many 

Muſt murder wives much better than youiſelvet, 

For wrying but a little? Oh Piſanio ; 

Every good ſervant does not all commands — 

No bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods! if zou 

Should have ta*en vengeanee on my faults, I never 
Had liv*d to put on this; ſo had you faved 

The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrook 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. 

But Imogen is your own, do your beſt wills, 

And make me bleſt Vob:y, I am brought hither 


Amongſt the Italian gentry, and to fight 


Againſt my lady's kingdom; *ris-envugh 

1 hat Britain, | have kill'd thy miſtreſs ; peace, 

Pi! give no wound to thee ; therefore good , yo 
; | | | Hear 


SSC 


— 


Hark! bark! Pm call'd. 


My guilt, my gutlr,.%erpowers me, and J yield, 


CYMBELINE, T 
Hear patiently my purpoſe : I have conceaPd 


My Iralian weeds, under this ſemblance 


Of a Britiſh peaſant ; ſo VII fight 


Againtt the part I come with; fo Fll die 


For thee, O Imogen, for whom my life 

Is every breath a death ; and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril, © 
Myſelf I'll dedicate, 4 2 
[Trumpet ſounds a call. 
Gods, put the ſtrength o' th' Leonati in me; 
To ſhame the guiſe o' th' world, I will begin 
The fuſhion, leſs without, and more within» 

SCENE a field of battle. 


A grand fight between the Romans and Britons, in which the - 


Romans are driven . 7 5 
Enter P:fthumus and Jachimo fighting. Jachimo dropt 


his Fword. 


Po. Or yield thee, Roman; or thou dieſt. 


Jach, Peaſant, behold my breaft, 
P. No, take thy life, and mend it. 
lach. The heavineſs and fin within my boſom 
Takes off my manhood, Fe belted a tady, 
The princeſs of this country, and the ztr t 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this carle, 
Avery drudge of nature, have ſubd u'd-me, 
In my proſeſſion; knighthoods and honours borne 
Ay I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn; 
With heav'n againſt me, what is ſword or ſhield; 


SCENE @ wood, Enter Piſauis and 1 Lord, 

1/ Lord. This is a day tura'd frangely, 
Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand ? 

P.. I did, | 
Though you, it ſeems, came from the fliers. 

1 Lord. I did. £ 

Pi. No, blame to you, fir, for all was loft, 
But that the heavens fought : the king himſelf. 


Of his wings deſtitute, the army broken, 


And but the backs of Biitons ſeen: all flying 
Through a ſtraight line, the enemy full-hearted, 
Loilivg the tongue with ſlaught'riog, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, ſome flightly touch'd, ſome falling - 
Merely thro? fear, that the ſtraight paſs was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, aud cowards living 
La die with lengthen'd ſhime. 8 
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| Exit Poſt. | 


Exit. 
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1/ Lord. Where was this lane? | | 
| Pi. Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd, an well'd with turf, 
Which gave advantage to an ancient ſoldier, - | 
(An honeſt one I Warrant.) Athwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtripling lads, more like to run 
The country baſe, than to commit ſuch ſlaughter, 
Made gocd the paſſage, cried to the thers, Stand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 
But to look back in frown : ſtand, ſtand, Theſe three 
1/ Lord, Were there but three ? | 5 
Pi. There was a fourth man, in a poor ruſtic habit, 
That ſtood the front with them. Theſe matchleſs ſour, 
Accommodated by the place, gilded pale looks, | 
Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd cowards 
But by example, gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o'th'kunter. Then began 
A ſtop i“ th? chaſer, a retire; anon 
A rout, confuſion thick, and the event 
A victory for us. | | 
1/t Lord. This was ſtrange chance, 
An old man, two boys, and a poor ruſtic. 
Piſ. Nay, do not wonder—but go with me, and 
See theſe wonders, and join the geceral joy. [Eæeunt. 
SCENE a wood. Enter Poſthumus. 
Po To- day, how many would have given their 
honours | : 
To've ſav'd their carcaſſes ? took heel to do't, 
' And yet died tov. I, in = own woe charm'd ; 
Could not fine death, where I did hear him groan 
Nor feel him where he ſtruck. , This ugly monſter, 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 
That draw his knives  th' war. Well, I will find him: 
No more a Briton, I have reſum'd again, . 
The part I came in, Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt hind, that ſhall 
Once touch my ſhoulder, Great the flavghter is 
On either fide, For me, my ranſom's death, 
O prievous is this burden, life, to me, 
Which veither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen, ( Extt, 


8 


SCENE 
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SCENE Cymlelines tent. Aflonrifh. 
Enter Cymbeline, Bel. arius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Prſanio, 
; and Lords. 

Cym. Stand by my ſide, you. whom the gods have made 
Preſervers of my throne ; woe is my heart, 
That the poor ſoldier that ſo richly fought, : 
(Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Stepp'd before ſhields of proof) cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him fo. 

Bel. I never ſaw 
Such noble fury in fo poor a thing. 

m. No tidings of him ? 


Pi/. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead and living. 


Bot no\trace of him? 
m.. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward, which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 


[Ts Bel. Cuid. and Aruirag-. 


By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, : 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
| Vnleſs I add, we are honeſt. - . 

Im. Bow your knees, | 
Ariſe my knights o th? battle; I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and I will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſtates. | 
Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman priſoners, 

Poſthamus behind, and Imogen. 

Cym. Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for tribute, that 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loſs : 
Of many a bold one, whoſe kinſmen hive mace ſuit 
That their good fouls may be appeas'd, with flaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourſelf have granted. 

So think of your eſtate, | 

Luc, Conſider, fir, the chance of war; the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not when the blood was cool, have thfeatened 
Our priſoners with the ſword. But ſince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives | 
May be call'd ranſom, let it come: ſufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Roman's heart can ſuffer : 
' Auguſtus lives to think on't : and ſo much 
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For my th care. This one thing only 
I will eatre-t, my boy, @ Briton born, 
Let hin be ranſom'd : 4 
He hath done no Briton harm, | 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman. Save kim, ſir, 
And ſpare no blood beſide. 
Cy. I've ſurely ſeen him: 
His fayour is familiar to me: boy, 
Thou hath look'd thy ſelf into my grace, 
I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To ſay, live boy : ne'er thank thy maſter, live; 
Ard aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, Ill give it: 
Know'ft him thou look'ſt on? f peak. 
Wilt have him live? Is he Pans kin ? thy friend ? 
Imo. He is a Roman, no more kin to me, 
Than I to your. highneſs, who being. born. your vaſſal, 
Am ſomething nearer. - 
On. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? 
Ino. Þ'Il.rell you, fir, in private, if. you pleaſe 
To give-me hearing. 
Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 
Ard lend/ my beſt attention. What's rs name? 
Imo. Fidele, fir. 5 
Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my page, 
111 : thy maſter : walk with me, ſpeak freely. [Go ae. 
Bel. Is not this boy. reviv'd from death ? 
Arw. One ſand another 
Not more reſembles than he th” ſweet roſy lad, 
Who died, and was Fidele: what think. yuu? 
Gard. The ſame dead thing alive, 
Bel. Peace, peace, fee further, | 
Piſ. It is my miſtreſs ; [Alide. 
Since the is living, let the time run on, 
To good or bad. 
Om. Come, ſtand thou by our ſide, 
Make thy demand aloud, Sir, ſtep you forth, [To Laub. 
Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 
Which is our horovr, bitter torture ſhall 
 Winnow the truth from falſehood. On, ſpeak to bim. 
Ino. My boon is, that this gentleman may tender 
ef whom he had this ring. 
"I What's that to him ? [Lfede. 


In. 
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Cym. That diamond upon your finger, ſay, 


How came it. yours ? 

Lach. Thod'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee, 

Jm. How | me? 

2 I am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter what 

Tor ments me to conceal, By villainy | 
I got this ring; *twas Leonatus' jewel, 
| Whom thou didft banihh : 

Wilt thou hear more, my lord ? 
Om. All that belongs to this. 
lach. That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave, I faint LSwwoons. 
Cym. My daughter, what of her? Renew thy lireagth, 
1 bad rather thou ſhould'ſt live, while nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ftrive man, and ſpeak, 
lach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That ſtruck the hour) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The manſion where, ) 'twas at a feaſt, ch would 
Our viands had been poiſon'd ! or at leaſt 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head: the worthy Pothumus— 
Om. I Gand on fire. Come to the matter. 
Iach. Your daughter's chaſtity; there it begins: 

He ſpake of her, 2s Dian had hot dreams, 

And ſhe alone were cold; whereat, l, wretch, 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe, and waged with him 
Pieces of gold, gainſt this Which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger; to attain 

In ſuit the plece cf's.bed, and win this ring, 

By hers and mine aduliery; ; away to Þbiitaia 
Poſt I id this deſigu: well may you, fir, 
Remember me at court, where | was taught, 

By your chaſte daughter, the wide difference 
' F wixt amoraus, and villainous. 

Yet to be brief, my praQtice fo prevail'd, 

That Lreturn'd with fimilar proof, encugh 

JTo make the noble Leonatus mad, 8 
By wounding his belief in her renown, . * 5 
With tokens thus, and thus; that he could not 
But think her bond of chaſtity quite erack'd, 

I hare ta'en the forfeit; whereupon, 

Metbinks I fee him now 
Pe. Ay, ſ thou do'ſt, | 18 fue, 
Italian fiend ! Ay me, moſt credulous focl, 


Egregious 
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Egregious murderer. Thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, 
To come Oh give me cord, knife, or poiſon, 
Some upright juſticer. Thou, king, fend out 
Far torturers ingenious; | 
I am Pbſthumus, 

That kill'd thy daughter; that kill'd my wife: 
Villain-like, | lye, 1 oh 

That caus'd a leſſer villain than myſelf, 

A ſacrilegious thief to do't, The temple 

Of virtue was ſhe ; yea, and ſhe herſelf—— 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caft mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o' th* ſtreet to bait me: every villain 
Be calld Poſthumus Leonatus, and 
Be villainy leſs than *twas. Oh Imogen! 

My queen, my life, my wife ; oh Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen | 

Imo. Peace, my lord, hear, hear——— | 

Poſt, Away——thou ſcornful page, there is no peace 

for me. [Striking ber, be falls. 

Pi. Oh, gentlemen, help, . 

Mine and your miftreſs—Ob, my lord Poſthumus ! 
You ne'er kilPd Imogen till now—help, help, 
Mine honour'd lady 1 
m. Does the world go round ? 

| Fol. How come theſe ſtaggers on me? 

Pi. Wake, my miſtreſ:. | 

m. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you 1 
Think that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again. 

Pofi. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, 

Till the tree die. "4 

Om. My child! my child 
My deareſt Imogen. 
Luo. Your blefſiog, ſir. > PERS. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not, 
| You had a motive for't. | 
m. My tears that fall 

Prove holy- water on thee; Imogen, 

Thy mother's dead. : 
mo. I'mſorry fort, my lord. N 
- . Cym. Oh, ſhe was navght.; avd*long of her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely; but her ſou 


[Kneeling. £ 
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Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 0 
; 
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bs gone, we know not bow, nor where. 


Guid, Let me end the ſtory ; *twas I that flew him, A 
Cym. The gods forefend, + | . 
J would not thy good deeds ſhould from my lips 1 
Pluck a hard ſentence: pr'ythee, valiant youtbL, 1 
Deny't again. a | 1 
Guid. I have ſpoke it, and I did it. | 1 


Cym, He was a prince. © 
Guid. A moſt uncivil one. The wrongs he did me 


With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 
If it could fo roar to me. I cut off's head, 
And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 


Jo tell this tale of mine. 4 
Jm. Bind the offender, "} 
And take him from our preſence, il 
Bel. Stay, fir king, rr 1 
This man is better than the man he ſlew. 1 
As well deſcended as thyſelf, and hat 1 
More of thee merited, than a band of Cloteng. * 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone, | 5 1 
They were not born for bondage. 8 | * 
Om. Why, old ſoldier, 9 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, —_ 
By taſting of our wrath * how of deſcent 1. =_ 
As good as we ? | | if 
Bel. I am too blunt and ſaucy : here's my knee; 8 
Mighty fir, | 
Fheſe two young gentlemen that call me father, [ 
And think they are my ſons, are none of mine, 18 
They are the ifſue of your loins, my liege, 4 
And blood of your begetting. = 
Cym. How ? my iſſue ? | 4 
Bel. So ſure as you, your father's; I, old Morgan, 9 


Am that Bellarius, whom you ſometime baniſh'd; 
Your pleaſure was at once my offence, my puniſbhment 
Itſelf, and all my treaſon. Theſe gentle pringes, 1 
For ſuch, and ſo they are, theſe twenty years 5 
Have Etrain'd up; thoſe arts they have, that - 
Could put into them. But, gracious fir, 
Here are your ſons again: and I muſt loſe 
Two of the fweet'lt companions in the World. 14 
The benediction of theſe covering beav'ns, | | 
Fall on their heads like dew, for they are worthy- 


To ĩa- lay heav'n with ſtars. 
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Cym. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: 

The fervice that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to with f 

A pair of worthier ſins. Guiderius Had 

Upon bis neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar. 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he! | 
Who hath upon him till that natural ſtamp ; 
It was wiſe nature's end, in the donatfon,. 
To be his evidence now. | 

Cym. Oh, what am 1 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne'er mother 
R. joic'd deliverance more ;| bleſt may you be, 

- That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now; oh Imogen, 
Thau haſt loft by this a kiggdom, 
Inno. No, my lard: | | 
I have got twa worlds by't Oh my gentle brothers; 
Have we thus met? Oh neper ſay hereafter 
Bui I am trueſt ſpeaker, You call'd me broter 
+ Whea I was but your filter :: I you brothers 
When ye were ſo indeed. X 
On. Did you e'er meet? 
rv. Ay, my good lurd. 

Cui. And at firſt meeting lov'd. ws 
Om. All verjoy*'d | 
Save theſe in bonds, let them be joy ful too, 

For they ſhall taſte our comfort. | 

The fortoro ſoldier that ſo nobly-fought, 

He would have well become this place, and grac'd: 
The thankings of a king. | 

Poſt. I am, ſtr, i 
The ſoldier that did company thefe three 
In poor beſeeming: twas à fitment for 
The purpoſe th-n follbw'd. Fhat J was he, 
Speak, Iachino. I bad you down, aud might 
Ha ve made yourfiniſu. 

Lach. I am down agaid: [ Krecls,. 
But now mine heavy conſcience ſinks my knee, * 
As then your force did. But your ring firſt, % 

The 


And here the bracelet f the trueſt princeſs 
That ever ſwore ber faith: now take tha life 
Beſeech you, which F ſo often owe. 
Paß. Kneel not io me: 


— 


— 
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The power that I have. on you, is to ſpare you: 
The malice tow ards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. | 

Cym. Nobly doom'd: 
Well learn our freeneſs of a ſon-in-law : 
Pardon's the word to all. Baud we the gods: 
Aad let our crooked ſmoaks climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſt altais. Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: let, 
A Roman, and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together ; ſo through Lud's town march 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify, Seal it with feaſts, 
Set on there: never was a war did ceaſe, 
Ere bloody hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace, 


[ Excunt omnes, 
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On. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: 


| The ſervice that you three have done, is more 


Unlike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to with 
A pair of worthier ſons. Guiderius fad 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar. 
It was a mark of wonder. 
Bel. This 1s he ! 


Who hath upon bim ſtill that nn tis 5 
It was wiſe nature's end, in the donation, 


To be. his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne er mother 
R+joic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, 


* 'Fhat after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, 


You may reign in them now; oh Bnogen, 


Thau haſt loſt by this a kingdom, 


Ino. No, my lord: 
I have got twa worlds by't. Oh my gentle brothers; 
Have we thus met? Oh never ſay hereafter 
Bui I am trueſt ſpeaker, You call'd me broker 


Wben I was but your filter: 1 you drochers 
When ye were ſo indeed. 


Om. Did yow e'er meet? 
Are. Ay, my good ld, 
Gui. And at firſt meeting lov'd,.. 
Cym. All o'erjoy'd 


| Bare theſe in ds, let them be 15 f too, 


For they ſhall taſte our comfort, 
The fortorn foldier that ſo nobly-fought, 


He would have well become this place; and grac'd 


The thankings of a king. 
Poſt, I am, ſrr, 
The ſoldier that di d com pany thefe three. 
In poor beſceming: 'twas à fitment for 
The'purgoſe f then foll>w'd, That I was he, 
Speak, IachSno, I had you down, and might 
Have made.yourfiniſh. . | 
Jach. I am down again + [ KnecT;,. 
But now mine heavy conſcience ſinks my knee, 
As then your force did; But your ring firſt, 
And here the bracelet f the trueſt princeſs 
That ever (wore her faith: now take that life. 
Beſeech you, which FE fo often owe. 
Poſt, Kneel not io me: 4 
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The power that I have on you, is to ſpare you: 
The malice tow ards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 
m. Nobly doom'd: 
Well learn our freeneſs of a ſon-in-law : 
Pardon's the word to all. Baud we the gods: 
Aad let our crooked ſmoaks climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſt altais. Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: let 
A Roman, and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together ; ſo through Lud's town march 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify. Seal it with feaſts, 
Set on there: never was a war did ceaſe, 


Ere bloody hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace, | 
[ Excunt omnes, 
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